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Erak Why .wherefore aske you this ? 

lag. Zounds fir you are robd , for fhame put on your govnui 
Y our heart is burft,you hauc loft halfe your foule j 
Eucn noWjVery now, anold black: Ram 
Is tupping your white E we; arif:,arife, 

Awake the fnorcing Citizens with the Bell, 

Or e]fe t he Dwell will make a Grandfirc of you,arife I fay. 

Brak What,haue you loft your wits ? 

Rod. Moft reucrcud Scignior.doe you know my voyce? 

Era . Not I, what are you? 

Rod. My name is Roderigo. 

Era. The worfe welcome, '■ '] 

I haue charg’d thee, r.ot to haunt about my dores,. 

In honcft plain;ne(Tc,thou haft heard me fay 
My daughter is not for thee,and now in madnes. 

Being full of fijpper,and diftempering draughts*. 

Vpon malicious brauery,doft thou come 
Toftartmy quiet? 

Red. Sir,fir,fir. 

Era. But thoumuft needes be furc 
My fpirit and my place hauc in tkenvpowcE, 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience good fie. 

Em. What, tell’ft thou me of robbing ? thisls’^w/ef. 

My ho life- is not a graunge. 

Rod. Moft graue Brabantio, 

In fimple and pure foule I come to you. 

lag. Zouns Sir, you are one of thofe, that Willnot feme Cod, it 
the Deuill bid you. Be caufe we come to doe you fcruicc.you thinke 
we are Rufftaas,youle haue your daughter couercd with a Barbary 
horfe; youlc haue yourNepncwcs ney to youjyoulc haue Couriers 
for Coulcns,and Iennits for Iermans. 

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ?' 

lag. I am one fir, that come to tell you, your daughters and the 
Moore,are now making the Beaft with two backs. 

Bra. Thou art a villaine. 

lag. You are a Senator. _ 


Era. This thou (halt anfwer,! know thee Roderigo. 

Rod> Sir,I will anfwer any thing : Butl befeech yoUj 
If (he be in her chamber, or your houfe. 

Let loofc on me the Iuftice ofthc ft ate. 

For this delufion. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, Ho: 

Giue me a taper, call vp allmy people 1 
This accident is not vnlike ray dreame, 

Beleefe of it opptefles me already : 

Lightlfay,light. 

lag. Farewell, for I muft leaue you, 

Icfecmes not meete, nor wholefomc to mypate r 

To be produc’d, as if I ftay I fhall 

Againft the Moore, for I doc know the ftate. 

How euer this may gaule him with forae checker* 
Cannot with fafety caft him, for hee’s imbark'd. 

With fuch loud reafon,to the Gipres warres. 

Which cuen now (hands in a<ft,thac for their foulcs* 
Another ofhisfathome, they haue not 
To lcadc their bufine{fe,in which regard, 

Tho I doe hateliirn, as I doe hells paines. 

Yet for neeeftity of prefent life , 

I muft (hew out a flag, and figne ofloue. 

Which is indeed but figne, that you (hall fiireiy 
Finde him .- lead to the S agittar,the raifed featch. 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

Ext 6 , 

Enter Barbantio in his night gowHt^aadjor amts 
#Uh Torches. 

Era. It is too rue an euill,gone (he is. 

And what’s to come, of my deipifed time. 

Is nought but bitternefle now Roderigo 
Where didft thou fee her ; O vnhappy girle,. 

With the Moore faiftthou? who would be a father? 
How didft thou know twas (he ? O thou decciueftmc 
Paw thought : what faid (fee to you? get more tapers, 
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